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"No, it's left off."

Then, without looking round, he added: "Good night," and
the sound of his footsteps died away.

About the same rime, Madame Courreges was feeling com-
pletely *'bowled over" because her husband had just suggested
that she should take a turn with him in the garden. She said she
would go in and fetch a wrap. He heard her go upstairs and then
come down again with unwonted speed.

"Take my arm, Lucie: there's a cloud in front of the moon,
and it's difficult to see one's way."

"But the path shows white."

She leaned rather heavily on him, and he noticed that her
body still smelled the same as it had done in the old days
of their engagement, when they sat together on a bench in
the long June evenings. The mingled scent of human flesh
and summer dusk was, as it were, the very essence of their
betrothal.

^ He asked whether she, too, had not noticed the great change
that had taken place in their son. No, she said, he was still as
surly, as sullen, as pig-headed as he had always been. The doctor
pressed his point. Raymond, according to him, was now far less
undisciplined. He seemed to have more control over himself. It
showed, if in nothing else, at least in the care he was giving to
his personal appearance.

"That reminds me. Julie was complaining only yesterday that
he wants her to press his trousers twice a week."

"Julie must be made to see reason. Don't forget that she has
known him ever since he was a baby."

"Julie is devoted to us, but there are limits even to devotion*
It's all very well for Madeleine to talk: her maids do nothing at
all. I know that Julie is difficult, but I do understand why she
should feel annoyed at having to sweep the back stairs as well
as the front."
. A skinflint nightingale uttered three short notes. Husband and